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On that Christmas Day 


Author's Notes: 
It wasn't supposed to be long, it wasn't supposed to be extremely ambitious. It was supposed to be fluffy, 
sweet and full of Christmas spirit. | hope it is! ;) Comments are welcome. 


Many many thanks to AmericanEulogy for beta, dedicated to Irma. 


‘Its twelve thirty o'clock on Christmas morning and I'm being awoken by wonderful smells coming from the 


kitchen. How fuckin’ cool is that?" 

Maybelle smiled when she heard her fiancé's voice coming from behind her, and even more when his arms 
encircled her waist. She leaned against his chest, while never stopping to prepare mince pies. The turkey had 
been in the oven for no more than fifteen minutes. 


"Hi Tommy," she purred and received a peck on the cheek for that. 


"Have | told you that you look damn cute in that?" 


"Nope, I've only heard that those sweaters were awful and disgusting, and idiotic to wear. Which is bringing the 


question," she finally glanced at him over her shoulder, "why aren't you wearing yours?" 


Tom looked at Maybelle with his best sad puppy eyes, which were in fact the most impressive sad puppy eyes 
she'd ever had the chance to see in her life. How wonderful that she'd had almost three years of practice of 


not being vulnerable to them. 
"No, please, you can't make me wear it" 


"You look great in red, wool matches your hair and that reindeer in the middle is top-notch. That sweater is 


made just for you, remember?" 


"That's only your opinion. It's easily said when yours is oversized, worn with nothing but green tights and 


making you look as sweet as the candies on the Christmas tree." 


"Nobody told you not to get the oversized one and wear it with green tights to make yourself look sweet, 
baby," she giggled as her vivid imagination generated the ever amusing image of Tom in such an outfit. Had she 


been bestowed with the gift of drawing, she'd pour that onto paper and use it as Christmas cards. Period. 
"Very funny, mind you." Tom apparently didn't share her opinion for whatever reason. 


"Exactly. Now you be a good boy, and go back to our bedroom and put it on. Otherwise I'm not giving you any 
ginger bread" 


"Maybelle..." 


"Tom, we didn't buy twin sweaters to not wear them together," she turned around and threw her arms around 
his neck, watching out not to dirty his hair with food. "You have to put it on," it was her turn to pull a sad 
face. How great that Tom still wasn't immune to that. He mumbled something incoherent under his breath, but 
obeyed. Maybelle followed his handsome self with her eyes until he disappeared behind the door, and then went 
back to cooking. 


It was their first Christmas in the new house which they had bought after the Night Songs tour had come to 
an end, and the first Christmas during which they were hosting both of their families for Christmas dinner. It 
was very important for Maybelle to make the best impression she could manage to, to appear as a woman 
able to run the household perfectly. To raise up to everybody's expectations, which she was sure all of the 
people around had, and not to disappoint. That's why, for the whole passing week, she had cleaned the house, 
made up the menu and changed it several times; then she had tried to get all the ingredients and moved on to 


cooking and baking, starting with said gingerbread, for which she had the recipe from her mom. 


"Shit," she murmured when the knife slid down her thumb and impulsively sucked on it. Luckily the cut was 


only superficial, not deep enough for the blood to show. 


"You're upset again," Tom returned to the kitchen just in time to witness the latest couple of seconds. There 


was no need in denying. 
"They're gonna be here in an hour and I'd probably die of shame if the turkey burnt or the-" 
Keifer closed her mouth with his palm and kissed the top of her head. 


"Everything's gonna be perfect, nothing will burn and everybody will be happy. You worry too much. Would it 
calm you down a bit if | offered my help?" 


"To be honest, yes. If you could take out the vegetables and make a salad, the recipe's next to the window...” 
The brunette saluted her and walked up to the fridge. 

Fifty minutes later everything was buttoned up. The turkey was still in the oven looking delicious, and the rest 
of the dishes waited on the table in the living room. Maybelle was running around the house, checking 
everything once again and even Tom couldn't hold her in one place. It took the doorbell ringing to make her stop. 
She approached the door and opened it. It was Tom's parents. 


"Hello, sweetheart!" his mother greeted Maybelle, pulling her into her arms. 


"Hello, it's so nice to see you," the young blonde replied, inviting the couple in. She was hugged also by Tom's 
father, who spoke: 


"Liz is very sorry, but they couldn't come. Adie and Georgene are staying with them. 

"Yes, | know. She called us two days ago. That's a shame, but they told us they'd visit us sometime next week," 
she responded, inviting the guests into the living room, where Tom had been waiting. Seeing their son, both of 
his parents smiled. 

"Maybelle, darling, you made a miracle happen," his mother started, waking the girl's curiosity and alerting Tom. 
| myself couldn't make him wear a Christmas sweater in any way since he graduated from primary school. 
And both of you have twin ones! That's so adorable." 

The blonde snorted as her fiancé shot her a gloomy glance, which held the promise of long and hurtful torture. 


"See? I'm not the only one who thinks you look adorable like that," Maybelle spoke. 


"Pardon me while | change into something normal, which | forgot to do before," Tom ignored her comment and 
disappeared. His parents sat down on the couch. 


"Would you mind showing us the ring again?" 


The girl sat on the armrest and proudly stretched out her left hand. The engagement ring was made of white 
gold, with a big round aquamarine framed with many little diamonds. Three of them were submerged in the 
metal on each side, giving the impression they were flowing down the ring. It matched the pendant, which she'd 
been given that March on their double anniversary - the day on which, two years before, they'd met for the 
first time and then, after exactly a year, Tom had finally asked her to be his girlfriend 


‘Isn't it beautiful?" Maybelle whispered, enchanted by the jewelry all over again 


Tom wasn't given the chance to return there straight away, because the doorbell rang again and he turned 
back to answer it. Soon the air in the house vibrated with voices of part of a big Snyder's clan. Maybelle's 
parents came at exactly the same time as her older sister Hayley with her husband and their three-year-old 
boy, Trevor. All five of them didn't particularly wait for an invitation to come into the living room, so right 
after saying hello to Tom, they did the same to Maybelle and her in-laws-to-be. Luckily they'd known and liked 


each other already, so at least that worry was taken away from the poor girl. 


They began with exchanging presents and, to Maybelle's great surprise, the spirit of Christmas combined with 
the magic of bonding was enough to soothe her. Cause it doesn't matter if the Christmas cooking will go wrong, 
because being around your loved ones always goes well, and that's far more important she thought to herself. 
She couldn't recall when or where she had heard that, but the realization was enough to warm her heart. 


eR 


As happens at almost every family get-together, two groups had formed, the male one and the female one, 
Trevor not being counted into any - or being counted into both for that matter, since his favorite auntie had 
kidnapped him in her arms just after they had finished the Christmas dinner and hadn't let him go ever since. 
Since it was almost 8 pm, that meant he had spent more than past two hours on her knees, oblivious to that 
he was feeding her inner need of interaction with kids. To say that she was on the cloud nine was a major 


understatement. 


‘lm afraid we have to go and put the little one to sleep", Hayley's words snapped Maybelle out of her 
thoughts, "So perhaps you may want to consider having your own kids so | can have mine back" A sort of 


friendly acridity was running in the Snyder family. 

“Speaking of which, it wouldn't be a bad idea It would be absolutely wonderful to have another grandchild to 
spoil," her mom added while Tom's nodded her head in agreement. The blonde rolled her eyes but couldn't help 
the smile. Since the Earth had started to turn, mothers could never wait for their daughters to have kids. 
Same old story, not that she minded. 


"Anyway, it's really time for us to leave. Trev, come to mommy." 


"| guess we'll be going with Hayley and Pete," the oldest Snyder threw in. It was immediately taken up by the 


other woman, who claimed that if so, she and her husband would be going back home as well. Maybelle looked 


at them, confused. 

"Can you really not stay a little longer?" she pleaded. 

Despite their firm snap decisions, the goodbyes and final wishes lasted for the next twenty minutes alone. 
When the doors were finally closed and locked, the blonde went back to clean up the living room. Tom helped 
her with taking the dishes to the kitchen, waited until she washed them and dragged her to their bedroom. 
Once there, he pulled her close and stared into her eyes. 

"What's this all about?" She asked, a smile playing on her lips. 

He just pointed up with his head and eyes. She looked there and her smile broadened. Mistletoe. How could she 
forget? She wrapped her arms around her man's neck and leaned closer. In that intimate atmosphere, she 
wished him once again: 


"Merry Christmas, Tom." 


His lips brushed over hers as he whispered: "Merry Christmas, baby." 


